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SPRING   MORNING'S 
RIDE. 

"  WHAT  have  you  been  doing,  Ar- 
thur ?  you  seem  all  in  a  hurry,  and 
out  of  breath ;  has  anything  hap- 
pened ?  " 

"  Not  much,  mamma;  only  I  have 
been  looking  at  Tabby  and  my  lit- 


tle dog  Myrtle.     I  was  passing  by 
the  court  with  my  dear  Myrtle,  when 
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he  spied  Mrs.  Pussy  at  the  top  of  a 
tub ;  I  could  not  hinder  him  from 
flying  at  her,  and  a  fine  quarrel  they 
had — one  at  the  top  of  the  tub,  and 
the  other  at  the  bottom.  It  really 
was  a  funny  sight." 

"  I  am  afraid,  my  dear,  you  did  not 
try  to  part  them,"  said  his  mother. 

"  Why,  dear  mamma,  they  really 
did  look  so  very  curious,  I  could  not 
help  laughing,  you  know." 

"  But,  did  you  do  anything  to 
encourage  Myrtle  to  teaze  poor 
puss  ?  I  thought  I  heard  a  whistle 
and  some  other  noises." 

Arthur  said  nothing,  and  blushed 
a  little. 

"I  am  quite  grieved,"  said  his 
mamma,  "that  you  not  only  at- 
tempted to  hide  a  fault,  but  that 
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you  should  find  pleasure  in  any  thing 
that  gives  pain  to  a  poor  animal." 

"I  assure  you,  dear  mamma,  I 
did  not  know,  or  at  least  I  did  not 
think,  that  the  cat  felt  any  pain 
from  being  teazed,  but  I  hope  I 
shall  consider  another  time,  before  I 
do  anything  that  can  hurt  another, 
whether  it  be  a  person,  or  a  dumb 
animal.  Indeed,  my  dear  mamma, 
I  hope  you  will  forgive  me,  I  could 
not  bear  to  be  a  cruel  boy." 

"  I  believe  you,  Arthur,  and  you 
have  my  forgiveness;  but  remem- 
ber what  you  have  been  saying, 
when  you  are  tempted  to  be  thought- 
less or  unkind." 

"  I  hope  I  shall,  mamma.  May  I 
take  a  ride  on  my  pretty  black  pony 
this  fine  morning  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  my  dear,  but  do  not  go 
too  near  the  pond  across  the  heath; 
you  may  keep  the  other  side  of  the 
thick  hedge." 

"  May  not  I  fish  in  the  pond  ?  " 

"  No,  my  dear ;  I  cannot  allow 
you  to  do  that,  unless  your  papa  or 
I  were  with  you,  as  the  pond  is  deep 
enough  to  drown  such  a  little  boy. 
As  to  being  dull,  you  will  soon  see 
what  a  foolish  fear  that  is,  when  you 
get  out  on  the  heath,  this  beautiful 
day.  Try  to  observe  all  you  can  on 
your  ride,  and  bring  me  word  what 
you  have  found  in  your  travels." 

The  little  boy  went  away,  after 
giving  a  kiss  to  his  kind  mother, 
and  walked  into  the  yard,  where  he 
asked  John,  the  groom,  to  get  Black- 
berry ready  for  a  ride. 
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"  In  a  minute,  sir,"  replied  John, 
"  at  present  I  am  very  busy  about 
a  piece  of  work  which  your  papa 
gave  me,  to  help  the  gardener." 

Arthur  had  learned  to  wait  pa- 
tiently, so  he  did  not  murmur  or 
scold  the  groom,  as  some  children 
would  have  done,  but  stood  quietly 
by  and  watched  him,  till  he  finished 
his  job,  and  then  he  began  to  rub 
down  the  pony,  which  was  soon 


ready,  and  with  his  young  rider  on 
his  back,  scouring  across  the  heath. 
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They  rode  on  about  four  miles,  till 
they  came  to  the  pond,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  heath. 

"  How  tempting  it  looks  this  hot 
day,"  said  little  Arthur  to  himself ; 
"  however,  I  must  obey  my  dear 
mamma ;  but  what  am  I  to  do  with 
poor  Blackberry.  He  has  come  along 
so  fast,  and  seems  so  warm  and 
tired  ?  How  I  wish  I  might  give 
him  a  draught  of  water  !  Oh,  now 
I  recollect,  there  is  a  small  pool  a 
little  way  off ;  I  will  lead  him  there 
very  gently,  and  take  off  his  bridle, 
so  that -he  may  drink  at  his  ease." 

Arthur  found  the  pool,  at  which 
Blackberry  drank  qagerly,  and  then, 
as  he  wished  to  walk  a  little,  this 
good  boy  tied  the  pony  to  a  gate  he 
saw  near,  and  then  looked  around 
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to  see  where  lie  should  like  to  go. 
He  saw  that,  a  little  way  off,  there 
was  a  farm-house,  and  that  the 
poultry  yard  was  close  by — so  close, 
that  he  could  peep  into  it,  and  see 
all  that  went  on  there  over  the  rail- 
ings. While  he  was  looking,  he 
saw  two  cocks  begin  to  fight  very 


ifl 


violently.  Arthur  did  not  know 
what  to  do ;  he  remembered,  how- 
ever, what  his  mamma  had  said  to 
him  before  he  left  home,  and  tried 
all  he  could  to  part  them,  but  he 
found  that  calling  out  only  made 
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them  fight  the  more  fiercely.  In 
this  difficulty,  he  looked  round,  and 
saw  a  farm-servant  coming  by.  He 
was  very  glad  of  this,  and  called  out 
to  the  man  to  stop. 

"  What 's  your  pleasure  with  me, 
young  sir  ?  "  asked  the  man. 

"  Oh,  do  be  so  kind  just  to  look 
at  those  two  silly  birds,  they  will 
certainly  peck  each  other's  eyes  out, 
if  they  do  not  kill  one  another! 
Can  you  not  stop  them  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,  sir !  those  are  game- 
cocks— they  are  rearing  up  on  pur- 
pose." 

"  On  purpose  for  what,  my  good 
man  ?  " 

"  Why,  for  fighting,  to  be  sure. 
Master  is  training  them  for  Sir  Wil- 
liam Travers,  up  there,  at  the  hall, 
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and  fight  they  will,  and  fight  they 
should — it 's  their  nature,  you  see, 
sir." 

"  Oh,  how  very  cruel !  How  can 
people  take  pleasure  in  seeing  poor 
foolish  birds  tear  each  other  to 
pieces  ? " 

"Well,  sir,  there  is  no  denying 
what  you  say,  and  it  is  to  be  wished 
all  the  gentry  thought  as  you  do ; 
for  my  part,  I  shall  take  care  never 
to  let  my  boys  see  such  things,  if  I 
can  help  it :  but  I  must  take  leave 
of  you  now,  sir,  and  wish  you  good 
day,  for  I  am  staying  away  from  my 
work  all  this  time." 

"  Good  bye  to  you,  my  friend," 
replied  little  Arthur,  and  as  the 
man  was  soon  out  of  sight,  the 
child  looked  about  for  something  of 
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a  different  kind  that  might  really 
please  and  amuse  him.  He  walked 
on  to  a  part  of  the  hedge  that  seemed 
not  so  thick  as  the  rest.  At  last  he 
found  a  gap  in  the  fence ;  for  only  a 
few  branches  crossed  each  other, 
here  and  there,  but  just  at  the  lower 
end,  by  the  ground,  and  only  re- 
moved from  it  by  a  thick  growth  of 
under-wood,  behind  which  was  a 
bare  stump  and  some  branches  of 
an  old  tree.  Arthur  spied  a  small 
and  admirably-formed  nest,  above 
which,  on  a  slight  twig,  perched 
two  of  the  prettiest  little  birds  he 
had  ever  seen.  As  quietly  as  he 
could,  for  fear  of  frightening  away 
the  poor  little  creatures,  who  seemed 
so  eagerly  and  anxiously  watching 
the  home  of  their  young  brood. 
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Little  Arthur  crept  behind  the  old 
tree,  and  peeped  into  the  nest  He 
was  so  gentle,  that  the  birds  did  not 


seem  to  heed  him  in  the  least,  so  he 
was   able   to  enjoy  the  pleasure  of 
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watching  their  actions  for  a  long 
time.  At  last  he  began  to  think 
his  mamma  would  be  wondering 
where  he  was,  so  he  moved  gently 
from  his  hiding-place,  and  walked 
on  to  the  spot  where  the  black  pony 
waited  for  his  young  master.  Black- 
berry and  his  rider  were  soon  on 
their  homeward  road ;  though  Ar- 
thur, recollecting  how  very  warm 
the  day  had  become  by  this  time, 


did  not   hasten   the  ride   quite   so 
much  as  he  had  done  before. 

His  mamma,  who  had  been  watch- 
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ing  at  the  parlour  window  for  her 
dear  boy's  return,  was  much  pleased 
at  seeing  him  gently  riding  along 
the  road. 

"  Well,  my  dear  Arthur,,  how 
have  you  found  your  ride  ?  "  asked 
she,  as  soon  as  he  was  seated  at  her 
side.  "  Were  you  so  dull  as  you 
feared  you  should  be  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,  thank  you,  mamma." 
And  then  Arthur  began  to  describe 
to  his  mother  all  the  things  that 
had  happened  to  him,  and  that  he 
had  seen  since  he  left  home.  When 
he  came  to  the  quarrelling  game- 
cocks, he  observed,  "  What  wicked 
men  Sir  William  Travers  and  that 
former  must  be  to  train  up  birds 
on  purpose  to  fight  and  kill  each 
other  ! " 
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"  It  does  indeed  seem  very  shock- 
ing to  us,"  replied  she,  "but  you 
know  that  we  must  never  judge 
harshly  of  each  other's  conduct. 
Most  likely  Sir  William  and  the 
farmer  have  neither  of  them  heen 
taught  how  very  wrong  it  is  to  give 
pain  to  any  creature  in  sport ;  you, 
my  dear  boy,  having  been  brought 
up  so  differently,  will  be  without 
excuse,  if  your  conduct  does  not 
greatly  differ  from  theirs." 
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